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Merry Christmas to You 


Dear Boys and Girls: 


Are you thinking that Christmas this year may not be as merry and gay as 
other Christmases have been? Please do not think of it in that way. There may 
not be so many kinds of gifts as there have been. If it is a bicycle you want 
you may not be able to have it because the metal must be used for war materials; 
your Christmas party dress this year may be rayon instead of silk, but these 
things are not what make Christmas Christmas! They are just the trimming, 
like the trimming on the tree! 

The real Christmas spirit is born of the love and the feeling of good will 
that are in our heart. Those of you whose fathers and mothers or older brothers 
and sisters are away from home either in the service or working in defense 
plants will understand what I mean when I ask you which would make you 
the happier—to have them send you gifts or to spend Christmas at home with 
you! I can almost hear you shout your answers and I know your hearts are right, 
and that you are ready to make this a happy Christmas time by being loving and 
kind and patient. 

Our Happy Thoughts for December (page 16) will help us to build up in 
our mind the spirit of Christmas. I especially like the one for the week begin. 
ning December 13: 

“With loving thoughts I fill my mind 
And send them out to all mankind.” 


When every WEE Wispoo reader fills his mind with happy, loving thoughts, 
what a flood of love will be sent out into the world! Perhaps you have dropped 
a pebble into the water and watched the ring of little ripples widen and widen 
until it reached both shores. As you say to the whole wide world, “I love you,” 
picture your thought going out and out and out until it reaches the heart of 
every boy and every girl, every man and every woman. 


“This is my joyous Christmas prayer: 
God bless all children everywhere.” 


Published on the Ist of each month by Unity School of Christianity, 917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. Evtered 
as second-class matter Aug. 8, 1898, at the post office at Kansas City, Mo., under the act of Mar. 3, 1879. 
Accepted for mailing at special rate of postage provided for in section 1103, act of Oct. 3, 1917, auth rized 
Oct. 27, 1922 
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may be purchased from leading d d book also. Subscription price of all magazines, ‘1 ® 


year. Single copies: Weekly Unity, 5 cents; all others, 15 cents. 


| 
| 
lee 
POEMS 
6 
9 
Imogene Shane 29 
Let's Draw ............Lucille Ison 24 
Picture Frames ... .Laurence Fuller 26 
f 
| 


Wery Hirst 
Christmas 


The very first Christmas, a night still and deep, 

The shepherds kept watch o’er their lambs fast asleep, 
When all of a sudden a bright light shone down— 
That very first Christmas—near Bethlehem town. 


The shepherds were silent and heard angels sing 

A wonderful tale of a Saviour and King. 

They journeyed and found Him, just as had been said: 
- He lay ina stable, a manger His bed. 


They saw the new baby so precious and small— 

Some might not have thought Him the Saviour at all; 
They saw and they marveled, before Him knelt down 
The very first Christmas in Bethlehem town. 


By Harriet Clement Marble (These words may be sung to the music of “Away in the Manger.”) 
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T HAD not worked! Eight-year-old Nanette 
I crumpled herself down in the big chair beside 
the mirror, making an unhappy bunch of blue dress, 
bare legs, and long, braided pigtails. 

For a whole week she had not looked in the 
mirror. It had taken courage of course; but she had 


teacher told her only the week be 
that if she prayed for something and 
believed she had it, she would get it? 

Nanette, to make sure she had not 
misunderstood, had asked eagerly: 
“Just anything, Miss Thompson? 
Are you sure?” ; 

“We have the pfomisé,~ Miss 
Thompson had replied, ‘‘that we m 
have anything.” 

Nanette’s face had 


lovely golden curls, a fae face, and blue eyes. 

Nanette had figured“out for herself that it wopfild 
be better not to become too anxious and look in 
the mirror every day to see what progress she/ was 
making. Besides, she thought, it will be nice fo see 
myself as beautiful as Jean all at once, instfad of 
watching the change from day to day. 

Every night after she was all tucked in fand the 
light was out, she had prayed, “Lord, make me as 
beautiful as Jean.” On the way to school she had 
prayed the same prayer silently so that Jean could 
not hear her—for she often walked to school with 
Jean. Even during class she breathed the prayer 
inside herself, so no one but God would know 
about it. She had asked, and she had believed as 
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Faces 


Must 
Fit 


By Bertha M. Russell 
Pictures by Violet LaMont 


much as she could, although there were times when 
she wondered if even God could make her as beau- 
tiful as Jean. 

Still she had kept right on asking and trying to 
believe for a whole week. Now it was Monday 
morning again; and she looked in the mirror only 
to be mgt with 
large bfown 
that s 


e straight, braided locks 
n! Two telltale tears were 


other came into the room. 
“All washed, dear?” called Mrs. 
Gilman. 

“Yes, Mother,’’ Nanette answered 
despondently. 
y— Mother was standing beside her, 
—___the comb and brmsh in her hand, 
ready to arrange Nanette’s hair when 
noticed a little fist make a quick 
ab to out a tear before it 


er dress. 
t is it, dear?’ Mother asked 
e. 
t—it’s nothing,” answe?sq Nanette 


ut tears don’t come from just nothing,” said 


” agreed Nanette in a slow monotone. 

’s have the story of that little ‘nothing’ 
that you have believed to be something,” urged 
Mother. “You know we are good pals, cross-our- 
heart pals, honest-Injun pals.” 

That was the pledge that Nanette and her mother 
always made to each other when a secret was about 
to be shared. 

“It’s just that it didn’t work,” answered Nanette 
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closed her eyes, turned her head, or held her arms " 
across her face—anythigg to keep fhgm looking. ) 
She had wanted to give‘kerself and\God a\chance, wl 
for had not her Sunday ool- / _ tickfing down her cheeks when tif 
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Mothr. Then correcting herself, she added, “Or at 
least When we cry we have imagined that the ‘noth- 
ing’ is }omething pretty big and important, haven't 
we?” 
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dully. “Miss Thompson said it would, and I played 
fair, as fair as I knew how!” 

“Oh, something hasn’t worked!” exclaimed Moth- 
er understandingly. “But maybe it hasn’t had time.” 

“A week,” replied Nanette emphatically. 

“But still it may be one of those things which 
take a month or even a year, like Christmas and 
birthdays,” suggested Mother. 

“It shouldn’t take any time,” argued Nanette. 
“Miss Thompson said that if we prayed for any- 
thing, just anything, no matter what it is, and be- 
lieve we have it, we will get it. But it hasn’t worked. 
I've tried it a whole week, and I’ve prayed more than 
once a day too!” 

“I see,” said Mother softly, her eyes widening 
with wonder as to what her daughter could desire so 
much. “Was it something hard to get? I mean some- 
thing that Mother and Daddy could not do for you?” 

“It was to be beautiful, as beautiful as Jean!” 
blurted out the disappointed Nanette. 

“As beautiful as Jean!” Mother gasped. And then 
a smile leaped from her eyes to her lips as she said: 
“Why, dear, you are already as beautiful as Jean! 
God answered that prayer before you prayed it, even 
when He made you. You have always been beau- 
tiful.” 

“The kids at school don’t think so,” de- 
clared Nanette bluntly. “Look at the part 
Jean got in the May Day festival—Queen! I 


It was almost time for Nanette to go to school 
so she sat very quietly 


was a frog! Then when we were in the second grade, 
she was an angel in the Easter play, and I was a 
Roman soldier, just because we had no boy to be 
one. And now, with the Christmas play coming on 
in the third grade, I suppose——” 

“I understand,” interrupted Mother. “And if I 
see things in the right way, the parts you play call 
for one kind of beauty, while the parts Jean plays 
require another kind. There are many kinds of 
beauty, Nanette. When you were the green frog, for 
example, you had to have a nimble body so you 
could jump quickly and gracefully. I wonder if an 
angel could have matched you as you came leaping 
across the lawn!” 

“But it was Jean’s golden curls that got her the 
part of the angel,” insisted Nanette. 

Mother looked up and caught the crinkled smile 
that stretched from the mouth of a huge bronze face. 
The bust of Abraham Lincoln stood just inside the 
adjoining study, and the rugged profile looked as if 
it would like to turn around and say, “Come in.” 

“Come, dear,” said Mother, taking Nanette by the 
hand. “Here is a gentleman to see us.” 

Hand in hand they went to the door of the study, 
where they stood a moment as Mother said: “Good 
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morning, Mr. Lincoln. We are glad to see you. We 
are very fond of you, and we like to have you with 
us.” 
“Why, Mother!” exclaimed Nanette. “I’ve never 
heard you talk to Mr. Lincoln before.” 

“Why shouldn’t we talk to him?” demanded 
Mother. “He has a great many things to say to us.” 

“He does? Then let’s talk to him some more,” 
urged the wide-eyed girl. 

When Mother had seated herself comfortably 


“Yes, especially like yours does when we are try- 
ing to get that part right in the middle,” smiled 
Mother. 

Then she continued: “Well, thank you, Mr. Lin- 
coln. We have enjoyed this interview, and we are 
convinced that your critics were wrong. Your face 
shows so much love, kindness, understanding, and 
ability to do things that it has given my daughter 
and me the solution to a very important problem. 
We know that a face must fit the one who wears it, 


beside Nanette, she began. si and yours fits.” 

“We have heard it said ‘‘Mother, that was 
of you, Mr. Lincoln, that fun!” said Nanette as th 
you were the homeliest | * ° went away. “I i 
man that ever rose to thought of it before, but 
fame. We do not agree * An * | if I could have either face 


with that, because we 
think your face fits you. 


I wanted, I believe | 
x § would choose Mr. Lin- 
coln’s instead of Jean’s.” 


Will you tell us about it?” | 
Wish 


By Alice Crowell Hoffman | of fact, his face would 


She paused as if listen- 
ing for a reply. Then as if 
she had heard him speak, 
she added: “Oh, I see! 
Your smile?*It is remark- 
able. Look, Nanette. His 


I’m wishing merry 


“That's a compliment to 
Mr. Lincoln,” answered 
| Mother. “But as a matter 


not fit you any more than 
Christmas } Jean’s would. Your own 


smile! That is the kind of At this glad Christmastide face is the one that is be- 
smile that won the hearts Ts all the leveek ie coming to you. Jean has a 
of men to him, the kind Figs e sweet face, and she is a 
that made children love In all the world so wide. } dear little girl. 1 am glad 
him. Look at his eyes! } . How will my glad wish reach them? you have her for a friend. 
They are twinkling. See {| = _I really do not know; But her face is not your 


how they crinkle at the 
corners! And his head— 


But then perhaps they'll get it 
As we get radio. 


type any more than yours 
is her type.” 


he must. be thinking hard 
all the time. See the way 
it is slightly bent forward 
and his brow drawn just 
enough to suggest that he 
is solving a perplexing } 


“But, Mother, what do 


you see in my face that 


makes it fit me? You say 
you see all kinds of nice 
things in Mr. Lincoln's 
face and you say Jean is 


problem.” 
_.“He may be praying, © 


_fast as I have been,” said Nanette thoughtfully. 


“Perhaps he is,” agreed Mother. “And look at his 
chin. What does that suggest to you?” 

“Well, one way I look at it, it seems about to 
quiver, as if he were going to cry. Then another 
way I look at it, it looks just like Daddy’s when he is 
teasing me.” 

“I believe you're right,” said Mother. “Look at 
his shock of hair. He must have run his hand through 
it just before he settled into this pose to think 
things out.” 

“It’s nice hair,” answered Nanette. “And it lops 
over to one side a little, just like mine, doesn’t it?” 
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sweet, but what do you 
ee: see in me?” 

“Love, dear. Lots’of love, and adoration.” 

“What's adoration?” asked Nanette. 

» “Oh, it’s something inside you that makes you 
feel all warm and happy when you discover the 
good in people.” 

“Then if you were going to have a part in a 
Christmas play, Mother, what part would you like 
to take? What part would need love and adoration?” 
questioned Nanette. 

“Well, it is hard to say which I should like 
most,” answered Mother. “It would be wonderful to 
be a shepherd and carry a wooly lamb to the Christ 
child’s manger. It would be fine to be a Wise Man 
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bringing rich gifts from afar. And 
of course every little girl and ev- 
ery woman would like to play the 
part of Mary, the mother of Jesus. 
But no matter how many Christ- 
mas plays we may have, all of us 
cannot play Mary’s part. It is a 
special part that requires love and 
adoration in the heart as well as 
in the face.” 

It was almost time for Nanette 
to go to school, so she sat very 
quietly as Mother braided her 
hair. 

“You know,” Mrs. Gilman said 
as she tied the blue ribbon care- 
fully, “it takes all kinds of faces 
to make a world of beautiful peo- 
ple. Wouldn't it be tiresome to sit 
in your schoolroom all afternoon 
with a group of little girls that 
looked just exactly alike, even 
though they were all as pretty as 
Jean?” 

“Yes, I guess it would,” agreed 
Nanette, her eyes sparkling as she 
lifted her face for a kiss. “ "By, 
Mother, till four o’clock!” she said 
happily as she left. 


eo day passed so swiftly that 
Nanette’s words had scarce- 
ly stopped ringing in her mother’s 
ears when the front door opened 
and a starry-eyed girl slipped in, 
hung up her coat, then ran to the 
bronze bust of Mr. Lincoln. She 
climbed onto the chair beside the 
statue and placed a kiss on the 
large, dark mouth before she ran 
to her mother with the crisp en- 
velope that Miss Martin, the third 
grade teacher, had sealed and sent 
to her. 

“Mother!” gasped the excited 
Nanette. “It was just as you said. 
God did answer my prayer when 
He made me! Jean is the angel, 
all right. But, Mother, I am Mary! 
Just think, I am Mary!” 

The answer she received was a 
warm kiss on her flushed cheek, 
and as she sauntered back to the 

(Please turn to page 26) 
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Lov - ing thoughts and wish-es_ gay 
Shep-herds, Wise Men, an - gels’ song 
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For the Christ child’s joy-ful day! ; . 
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At the stable door the shepherds paused 


* LORY to God in the highest, and on earth 
peace, good will toward men,” God's heav- 
enly choir sang nearly two thousand years ago. The 
angels were broadcasting God’s message in song, 
and as they sang, their words were accompanied with 
heavenly music such as men had never heard before. 
Today we know of that song because it was recorded 
in the hearts of a few humble shepherds. We be- 
lieve its sincerity. We believe its truth. Never has a 
song been translated into so many different lan- 
guages. It has been sung times without number in 
all parts of the world. 
“Glory to God in the highest, and on earth peace, 
good will toward men.” 
Shepherds are gentle folk given to spending long 
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“By Bula Hahn 
Picture by Herbert Rudeen 


hours inthe open in quiet thought. They are kind 
to one another and kind to the sheep they tend. The 
sheep in turn love their shepherds and obey their 
every word. As they lie out under the stars at night, 
the shepherds think about God, about His goodness, 
His mercy, and His love. In the quietness of their 
meditation shepherds often think thoughts that men 
in the hustling, bustling, noisy streets do not think. 

Many, many years ago a group of shepherds 
rested on a little hillside above the city of Bethle- 
hem, which is sometimes called the City of David. 
It was night. The stars shone in the heavens and 
the sheep were quiet. The shepherds sat on the 
ground near one another, but they scarcely spoke, 
for as they gazed heavenward they saw a star of 
unusual brightness in the sky. The shepherds were 
interested in this star, for never in all the nights 
that they had kept watch over their flocks had they 
seen a star so large as this one. 

As they watched the star the hillside on which they 
rested was flooded with radiant light. Because of 
the unusual brightness the shepherds were frightened 
and fell on their faces to the ground. But as they 
lay trembling an angel came and stood among them. 

“Be not afraid,” the angel said, “for I bring you 
good tidings of great joy, which shall be to all peo- 
ple: for unto you is born this day in the City of 
David a Saviour, who is Christ the Lord.” 

So that the shepherds could more easily find the 
Saviour, the Prince of Peace, the angel said: “I will 
give you a sign. You will find the newborn babe 
wrapped in swaddling clothes lying in a manger.” 

As the astonished shepherds waited, their faces 
still to the ground, the air was filled with heavenly 
music and a multitude of angels sang that greatest 
of all songs: “Glory to God in the highest, and on 
earth peace, good will toward men.” 

It is not strange that it was to the shepherds, 
watching and waiting and listening as they were, 
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that the angels brought their song, their God-given 
message. The shepherds may have been the only 
people in all that countryside or in the city of Beth- 
lehem who were awake at that hour, awake with 
quiet hearts and minds ready to receive God’s mes- 
sage. And what a blessing it is to us all that the 
song the angels sang that starlit night was recorded 
in the hearts of those humble shepherds! 

When the music ceased and the angels were gone, 
the shepherds rose from the ground. They were ex- 
cited and bright-eyed over their thrilling experience. 
The wondrous music still echoed in their ears. They 
repeated the announcement that the angel had made: 
“A Saviour is born in the City of David, a Saviour 
who is Christ the Lord.” 

“Let us hasten to Bethlehem,” they cried to one 
another, “and find the babe that is wrapped in 
swaddling clothes and lying in a manger. Let us 
see for ourselves this wonderful thing that the 
Lord’s angel has made known to us.” 

The star that the shepherds had seen lighted their 
way, and finally rested over a lowly stable in Bethle- 
hem. By the pale light of early morning the shep- 
herds approached the stable door. Inside the stable 
was Joseph, a carpenter from Nazareth, and his 
gentle wife Mary. Belonging to the line of David, 
they had come to put their names upon Caesar's tax 
list. They had found the inns and all the houses 
crowded to overflowing with people who had come 
for the same purpose. They had finally sought 
and found shelter in 


the stable three weary men climbed down from their 
camels. They shook the dust from their long, loose 
robes. They were the Wise Men who had come from 
the East. They had also been led to Bethlehem by the 
light of the star. They had known the meaning of 
that star since it first appeared in the heavens, for 
they belonged to a group of men who studied the 
stars, as astronomers do today. They had: waited 
long for that star and prayed for its appearance, for 
it was said to herald the birth of a new King! 

The Wise Men walked through the crowd, en- 
tered the stable, and knelt before Mary. Then with 
bowed heads they worshiped the infant Jesus. The 
Wise Men brought gifts of gold and silver orna- 
ments, rich spices, and fragrant gums for the new- 
born child. 

Many people stopped at the door to hear the ex- 
citing news. Shepherds, townspeople, visitors, and 
Wise Men mingled together in the opening before 
the stable. Again and again the shepherds told of 
the angels’ message. They were glad to broadcast 
their wonderful experience. Again and again they 
repeated the words and hummed the song that the 
heavenly choir had sung, for this song was recorded 
deep in their humble hearts. 

Today we hear much talk about broadcasting on 
the radio, about kilocycles and short waves, about 
sending and receiving stations. But many years be- 
fore men knew anything about radio God's heavenly 
choir broadcast His message (Please turn to page 26) 
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Chapter One 


HE little dark woman had 

sharp eyes. She wore no hat 
and her hair was as black as coal. 
She looked at Carole as if she 
could see right inside of her. 

Carole had lived in Michigan 
until just a month ago when she 
and Daddy and Mother and Carl 
had come out to Long Beach, 
California, to live. Carole thought 
the dark-skinned, black-haired, 
leathery little woman wearing the 
bright kerchief and jingly jewelry 
must be a gypsy. She had seen 
gypsies around Kalamazoo telling 
fortunes. 

“Como se llama?’ the woman 
demanded. 

When Carole plainly did not 
understand, the woman asked in 
broken English, “What you’ 
name?” 

“T’m Carole Haynes,” Carole an- 
swered. She’s Mexican, she talks 
Spanish, Carole thought. There 
are Mexicans out here. 

“Quantos aos tiene? How 
old?” the woman persisted. 

“T'm twelve.” 

“$i.” The black eyes went on 
studying the fair young American 
face. Then they looked down at 
ten-year-old Carl, at Carole’s side, 
inspecting him for a moment. Fi- 
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Pineapple Secr 


By Gardner Hunting 


Pictures by Edward J. Boecher 


nally, as if with sudden decision, 
the woman turned and pointed to 
a house across the wide, bright 
avenue. She spoke English sur- 
prisingly well. 

“Take this to the house there,” 
she said. She held out a paper- 
wrapped parcel, oval-shaped, and 
about as big as a pineapple. Then 
she pointed again. “Pronto! por 
favor!” she added. 

Carole could guess that she 
meant, “Quickly, please!” But she 
hesitated. It all seemed so queer. 

It was vacation time, so there 
was no school. But most of the 
other boys and girls who lived 
near by were down on the beach, 
it seemed. Carole and Carl had 
not made many friends yet. And 
oh, how Carole wanted friends! 
But she did not know just how to 
get them in this new, strange 
place! 

Hardly anyone was passing in 
the busy street who would take 
any notice of them now, or of 
what was happening here. 

The woman extended a dark, 
bony hand to Carole and opened 
it. In it was a clean dollar bill, a 
perfectly good American dollar! 

“Esto es para usted. For you,” 
she said. 

“A dollar! For taking that pack- 
age across the street?” Carole 
asked unbelievingly. 

The woman nodded. “Si, si!’ 
she insisted impatiently, and 
pushed the money into the girl’s 
hands. When Carole took the dol- 
lar, the woman thrust the parcel 
upon her too. Carole stood hold- 
ing both and staring. Then she 
tried to hand them back. 


“No!” she said. And then think- 
ing that the woman might not un- 
derstand, Carole spoke louder. 
“You don’t have to pay me. But— 
I guess I don’t want to——” 

But the Mexican woman inter- 
rupted. “Si, si!” she insisted, 
plainly meaning, “Yes, yes!” and 
pushed the girl toward the curb. 

“I don’t like it!” Carole said. 

The woman gestured as if to 
say: “Don’t fuss! Be off with 
you!” 

Carole turned. Well, it would 
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take her only about two minutes. 

But just as she was stepping 
off the curb, the woman’s hand 
caught hold of her arm. It feels 
like a bird’s claw, an eagle’s claw, 
thought Carole. It made her shiv- 
er. She looked up into the thin, 
dark, intent face above hers. 

“Don’t open it! Give only to 
Juan Gamboa, and tell nobody 
else. Tell nobody. Promise! Make 
a promise!” 

“Well, all right. Of course,” 
Carole said. She wanted to get 
away. She was a little scared. 

The woman let her go. Catch- 
ing Carl’s hand in hers, Carole 
looked up and down Ocean Av- 
enue, and seeing no cars near, 
went quickly across. 

“What's the matter with her?” 
young Carl asked, running beside 
Carole somewhat breathlessly. It 
wasn’t exactly like Carl to be 
easily led. He was independent, 
about as easy to lead as a little 

ig! 

“I don’t know what’s the mat- 
ter with her. She’s funny,” Carole 
answered. “But she must want aw- 
fully to get this package to that 
house.” 


ght avenue 


2) M 


D 


She stopped on the 
curb and looked at the 
address on the parcel 
in her hand. It was in 
queer, careful writ- 
ing. The name was 
Juan Gamboa, spelled 
J-u-a-n, but the wom- 
an had pronounced it 
“Wan,” as if it were 
spelled with a W. That 
must be Spanish too, 
Carole decided. 

She turned to look 
back across the avenue. 
But just then several au- 
tomobiles were passing 
both ways. It confused 
her; she could not see 
the other side very well. She could 
not see the woman where she had 
left her. 

“Where'd she go?” Carl de- 
manded suddenly. He let go of his 
sister's hand abruptly, as if he had 
suddenly remembered that he was 
ten and independent. “I can’t see 
her, can you? Don’t you s’pose 
she is going to wait?” 

Carole had not supposed any- 
thing about that. But as the pass- 
ing cars thinned out again and 
she could see the other 
sidewalk, she realized that 
the Mexican woman was 
not there. She was gone! 

Why, that was funny! 

Well, anyhow, Carole 
thought, I can deliver 
the package—that’s all I 
promised to do. 

The house that the 
strange woman had point- 
ed out was a rusty-brown, 
two-story, old-fashioned 
place, standing far back 
from the avenue in a yard 
that looked dry and brown 
too, as if it had not been 
watered much lately. May- 
be the folks who lived 
there did not have much 
money and could not af- 
ford to keep their place up 
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like the nice places around it. It is 
what one might expect if they are 
Mexicans, thought Carole. But she 
was surprised to think that poor 
Mexicans might live here in this 
fine neighborhood. 

Somehow Carole had thought 
that Juan Gamboa might be a ser- 
vant in this house, maybe a gar- 
dener or a chauffeur. As she and 
Carl turned in at the front gate in 
the old picket fence, it seemed 
more and more queer. The yard 
was full of weeds; the palm trees 
and acacias were ragged and un- 
trimmed. No gardener here! The 
house itself needed paint. Why, 
there weren’t any curtains at the 
front windows! 

As they went up the steps that 
led to the porch, Carole became 
sure that nobody lived there, that 
there was no one in the house! Her 
rubber-soled keds made no noise 
as she went up the steps, but the 
boards of the porch creaked. It 
seemed as if the noise echoed in 
empty rooms inside. 

Carl stopped short below the 
steps. “Hey! Let’s not go in 
there!” he said. 

Carole shivered a little again. 
She stood still and looked in 
through the dusty, cloudy front 
window. It was dim, almost dark, 
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in there. But she could see part of a bare floor, with 
a crumpled old newspaper lying on it, and a brown- 
stained wall beyond. The glass in the big front win- 
dow was cracked across a corner. Nobody did live 
here! Or if anybody did, he must be in the back 
of the house, which faced the edge of the bluff over 
the ocean. People sometimes lived in part of a house, 
leaving some of the rooms vacant. 

Well, I'll have to find out, Carole thought. She 
had the package to deliver. 

She crossed the porch to the wide, brown front 
door. There was a bell button at one side, and a 
knocker on the door. She pushed the button and 
listened. Not a sound came from the inside. She 
could not even hear the bell ring! She thought that 
was funny, especially since the house was vacant. 
Probably the bell was out of order. Or it might be in 
a back room, and all the doors between it and the 
front door might be shut. 


Carole felt scared again. But at once she asked 
herself: What is there to be afraid of? If nobody 
lives here, nobody lives here, that’s all. It was strange 
of course that the Mexican woman should send her 
to a vacant house with a package for a man who 
wasn’t there, but it wasn’t anything to be scared 
about! 

She pushed the bell button again. The house was 
silent. The very stillness of the dim rooms inside 
seemed to look out of the windows, like somebody 
lurking in there and trying to see who was at the 
door without showing himself. 

“Hey!” Carl whispered suddenly. “Come on 
away!” The sound of his whisper made Carole 
jump. 

But she would not be frightened. Mother always 
said people were frightened at things they did not 
understand. 

“Everything in God’s world can be understood, if 
you simply keep still and wait for God to help you 
understand,” Mother had said. She had said also that 
God is everywhere. It was hard for Carole to think 
that He could be here beside her on the steps of a 
vacant house, with queer shadows peering out of 
the windows and no sound coming from the bell. 
But if He is everywhere He has to be here, she 
thought. 

Carole reached up for the brass knocker on the 
door. It was a metal hand with a ball in it, hang- 
ing on a hinge at the wrist. She lifted it and let it 
fall against a plate on the door. The noise was as 
loud as a firecracker going off inside the house, and 
it echoed with a hollow sound, like a noise in a well! 

Then it was still again, so still that Carole could 
almost hear the shadows creeping around inside, 
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soft-footed, like a black cat! Oh, silly! What queer 
things fear could do to one! 

Carole stood up straight. ‘““Now think!” she said 
to herself. “This is just a house without any folks 
in it. That's all. What's that to get excited about?” 

She looked down at the package in her hand. 
It was shaped like a pineapple, as she had thought 
at first, like a pineapple with the leafy top cut off 
and wrapped in brown paper, with brown string 


Morris got up and came slowly across the brown yard 


wound around and around it crisscross fashion, 
homely and clumsy, as if the Mexican woman had 
done it herself. But it was strongly and securely 
fastened with many knots. 

Carole turned and looked back at the sunlit av- 
enue. Sparkling cars were passing both ways. There 
was plenty of life and familiar movement out there. 
But it seemed such a long way across the brown, 


weedy yard to where the cars passed, and the peo- 


ple driving by seemed so careless and indifferent 
to what was going on there in the yard. And little 
Carl looked so lonely and frightened standing there 
at the bottom of the steps, looking up. 

“Come on!” he whispered again. 

But he did not turn and run away, as he might 
have done if he had been as scared as he looked. 
He was staying right there with Carole, his sister! 
It was so like Carl not to run away and leave her, 
no matter how scared he was. Carole suddenly 
knew that she loved Carl very much. ' 

She could see the pavement on the other side of 
the avenue plainly now. The Mexican woman was 
nowhere in sight. She looked back at the door. No 
use to knock again; she had made enough noise to 
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be heard all over the house. There just wasn’t any- 
one there. . 

Well, what next? Of course somebody might be 
out in the yard on the shore side of the house. She 
would go around and see. 

She went down the steps to Carl. She did not feel 
very comfortable turning her back on those windows. 
Anybody inside could look out now without being 
seen. But why should she think of that! 

Carl took hold of her hand as if he had been 
glad to get her back. Carole straightened again. 
Dear Carl, with his round brown head and his great 
blue eyes and his boyish mouth pressed so tight, as 
if he were determined too not to be afraid! 

“Let’s go around back. Somebody may be out in 
the yard,” Carole said. Carl turned with her will- 
ingly. 

They went around under the windows. It was 
funny—the windows seemed to turn slowly, watch- 
ing them like big eyes. Silly! Why, this was nothing 
but fear! Mother had said: “Fear is the only thing 
you have to be afraid of.” Why, there’s nothing to 
fear in a house where nobody lives, Carole thought. 

“Just dare to go ahead and do whatever you 
have to do—whatever you have to do that’s right,” 
Mother had said. “If you just dare to do right and 


d. Carl caught the package out of Carole’s hands and ran 
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‘a trust God, then you will be all right!” 

ly It was right to deliver this package. Carole was 
trying to do what the woman had asked her to do, 

of what she had promised to do. It was right to do 

as what she had promised to do! Then there was that 

lo dollar the woman had given her. She was holding 

to it tightly in her hand, and it was all damp with 
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perspiration because her hand was wet. Funny how 
her hands sweated when she was scared. Just think- 
ing of being frightened made moisture come out 
on her skin. That reminded Carole of something 
else Mother had said too! 

“Thinking is the cause of everything,” Mother 
had explained to her. “It isn’t what happens that 
matters so much; it is what you think that really 
matters.” 

Carole knew that shadows did not creep around 
like black cats, that windows did not turn and look 
after her as she passed. But she had imagined they 
did, which was just as bad. 

But if such thoughts could frighten her, surely 
the right thoughts could help her to be brave and 
unafraid. 

God walks beside me, Carole said to herself; I 
have no fear. There, she felt better! 

Carole was finding out something, something that 
seemed very big and important and true. The way 
you thought, the way you believed, the way you 
had faith was what counted! She began to under- 
stand what Mother had meant. 

They were around in the back yard before she 
knew it, so busy had she been with these big 
thoughts. 

Nobody was there either, it seemed. It was a weedy 
yard, with a place where a little fishpool had been, | 
all dried up now; and a fence along the outside, 
with pickets broken out, and weeds and grass grown 
high; among the weeds a poppy or two, some 
geraniums and scraggly hydrangeas; and the huge 
Pacific Ocean, as blue as the sky, stretching away 
out to Catalina Island, which rose like a dark row of 
mountains. 

Carole’s glance swept the beach dotted with bath- 
ers, and followed the gleaming shore, where roll- 
ing white waves came breaking in, leaping against 
the sand as if the whole sea laughed and shouted, 
“Isn't this a marvelous world that God has made?” 


Carole turned and looked up at the vacant house. 
It had such a shut-up look, as if it had shut itself 
away from the bright sun and laughing sea, like a 
grouchy, standoffish person, suspicious and glum, 
all wrapped up in dislike for people and things, and 
perfectly miserable about it! 

Then she saw Morris Hanney, sitting there on the 
back steps beside the glassed-in porch, looking ugly 
and mean and sour, the way he always looked when 
Carole and Carl came around—Morris Hanney, with 
his brown skin and brown hair and brown clothes, 
as brown as the big house was. Why, he looked like 
the house! How could a boy look like a house? But 
he did! (Please turn to page 28) 
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Bu stood completely 
motionless when he 


First Choice 


the tournament now.” 
Then when he saw Bill 


heard his name called. In- he stop talking and 
deed everyone in the gym- : walked away. But Bill had 
nasium was silent, speech- By Elizabeth Adams already heard Jim answer, 
less with surprise. Then (A True Story) “Because he has never 
he limped across the floor : P been chosen on a team, 
and took his place beside that’s why!” 


Jim. Bill thought he must be dreaming. Jim, the 
captain of the star basketball team, had just chosen 
him for his team before all the other players in the 
class; Jim, the president of Room 28. Jim, the most 
popular boy in school, had chosen him! 

Bill was crippled. When he was four he had had 
infantile paralysis, and one of his legs almost 
stopped growing. For years Bill had exercised his 
leg to make it grow as long as 
the other, but it still was a little 
shorter. He hoped that with 
care and exercise his short leg 
would catch up with the other. 
He had gone to a private school 
because his attendance was so 
irregular, and when he entered 
the Hillcrest public school this 
fall for the first time, he had 
enrolled in a class in physical 
education. 


Always before, when the 
boys chose up sides, Bill had 
been one of the last to be cho- 
sen, but he had not minded. He 
certainly did not want any. fa- 
voritism shown him, and he re- 
alized that he was not as fast 
as the other boys because of the 
heavy brace he had to wear on 
his leg. And now he had been 
chosen, not only to play on the 
best team, but he had been 
chosen first! 

When Bill went into the 
locker room after class to 
change clothes, the fellows 
were standing around in lit- 
tle groups talking, but they 
stopped when they saw him. 

Ronny, one of the best play- 
ers on Jim’s team, was stand- 
ing with his back to the door 
and did not see Bill come in. 
He was saying angrily to Jim: 
“But why did you do it? We 
don’t have a chance of winning 
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Quick tears came to Bill’s eyes, and he moved 
back behind the lockers out of sight. Oh, if only 
Jim had not chosen me, he thought. Now the team 
would probably lose, and all the fellows would 
blame him for it. Bill had experienced pity because 
of his lameness before, but he had never felt so 
bad about it as he did after hearing what Jim had 
said. If he could only play well enough to prove to 

Jim that he was worth a place 
| on the team! 

Just then Jim passed through 
the dressing room, and Bill 
watched him as he stopped to 
talk to several of the boys. Jim 
was so friendly. Bill knew now 
why he was so popular. He 
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wished he could be more like Jim, friendly and 
cheerful, instead of being so quiet. But that was a 
different problem. His face darkened with worry as 
he thought of being on Jim’s team. He dressed and 
hurried home to tell Mother about it. 

Mother did not seem to be surprised when Bill 
told her. He had come running into the room half 
sobbing, ‘Mother, what am I going to do?” Then 
he poured out the whole story. Mother's lips tight- 
ened when he told of overhearing Ronny and Jim 
in the dressing room. 

“Mother, Jim’s team won last year, and everyone 
is expecting it to win this year. And I'm on it. What 
shall I do? I’m not good enough! Why did he 
choose me!” 

| “Now, now,” said Mother calmly. “Let’s think 
this thing out. You say everyone expects Jim’s team 
to win?” 
“Oh, yes! At least they did until he chose me.” 
“And he chose you on his team knowing that 
people expected him to win?” Mother asked. 
“Yes,” Bill said. 
“Then he expects you to play basketball well 
enough to help the team win,” Mother assured him. 


package, and Bill was delighted, for he knew what it 
contained. After dinner he and Dad placed a basket- 
ball hoop on the garage and started to practice with 
a brand-new basketball. Dad threw the ball several 
times, and each time it fell neatly into the hoop. 

“Dad, you’re good!” cried Bill. 

“Why didn’t you tell our son what a good basket- 
ball player I am?” Dad laughingly asked Mother. “I 
was on the team at college, and we were champs!” 

“Champs!” gasped Bill. “Here, show me how 
you shoot so many goals.” 

Mother sat down on the back steps to watch, as 
Dad started teaching Bill all the little fine points 
he could remember. “And say,” Dad remembered, 
“I think I still have a book on basketball that shows 
lots of plays and tells all about timing. If I can find 
it I know it will help.” 

The book was found, and Bill studied it and 
worked hard to perfect his basketball game. When 
he came home from school he spent an hour practic- 
ing. Then he did his homework until Dad came 
home. He and Dad practiced together until dinner- 
time, and talked over basketball plays while they | 
ate. 


the gil obtained the ball and passed it on to Ronny 


“You must always try to live up to high ex- 
pectations, Son. If Jim put you on the team he 
expects you to be good.” 

“But I’m not!” Bill wailed. 

“If you say that, of course you won't be able 
to help. But if you wish to help Jim win the 
game, and if you pray for the strength to do it 
and think hard about it, you can do it.” Then 
she asked suddenly, “When is your game?” 

“The big game is in four weeks. But we will 
practice every day in class until then. Mother, 
I do want to help Jim win that game. I wish I 
could practice extra sometime.” 

“An extra hour of practice every day would 
improve your game,” Mother suggested. 

“Yes, but where can I practice? The girls 
use the gym after school,” Bill answered. 

“We'll see. Let’s call Dad on the telephone,” 
Mother said. 

It was explained to Dad and he boomed out 
heartily: “Fine! It would be fine for Bill. He 
could practice about two hours extra a day, 
and it wouldn’t hurt him a bit. And,” he said 
} to Mother, lowering his voice, “this may make 
Bill more friendly toward his classmates. Per- 
haps he will show more interest in school now.” 
| That evening Dad brought home a large 
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Mrs. Monroe, an elderly lady next door, might 
have been disturbed by the thump, thump of the 
basketball. Instead she came to her window every 
afternoon and watched. She confided to Mother 
that her son, who was now grown and had moved 
away, liked the game. Every afternoon she and 
Mother watched Bill practice and rejoiced in his 
progress. 

Bill was slower than the other boys because of 
the brace he wore on his leg, but now with ac- 


Mother called them into the warm kitchen and gave 
them some milk and cookies, and Bill showed Ronny 
Dad’s book on basketball. Ronny promised to come 
over again after school the next night. 

“Your game has certainly improved,” he said as 
he left. “You can shoot a basket as well as Jim.” 

Bill thought that was the nicest compliment he had 
ever received. He knew Ronny was apologizing for 
what he had said in the dressing room that day. 

“Mother, practicing with Ronny was more fun 


curate timing he knew just 
how fast he could move. 
He became skillful at tak- 
ing quick steps. He drew 
circles on the cement 
driveway and stood in 
them, aiming at the basket 
from just one spot. Then 
he would dart from one circle 
to another and aim for the 
basket while he was running. 

- A week passed and Bill had 


_ told no one about his extra 


practice at home every night. 
One evening as he was leaving 
school a little later than usual, 
he noticed that Ronny was just 
ahead of him. He remembered 
how Ronny had objected to his 
being on the team. Then he 
thought of Jim, and how 
friendly Jim was, so he hurried 
ahead and called to Ronny. 

Ronny seemed surprised. 

“Hello,” he said. “Did you 
stay late too?” 
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If you will memorize the happy thought 
for the week you will find it helpful. 
Say it when you first wake up in the 
morning and repeat it to yourself each 
time you think of it through the day. 
For the week of the 6th 
Each day I try to do my best. 
I pray for help; God does the 
rest. 
For the week of the 13th 
With loving thoughts I fill my 
mind 
And send them out to all man- 
kind. 
- For the week of the 20th 
The Saviour’s birthday is at 
hand; 
May it bring peace to every 
land. 
. For the week of the 27th 
This is my joyous Christmas 


tonight, and I worked 
just as hard at it. I didn’t 
think I'd like Ronny, but 
he is a good fellow, and 
© I'm glad I asked him 
over.” 

“I like Ronny too, and 
I hope he will come of- 
ten,” said Mother. “You know, 
Son, there are a lot of nice 
things about everyone if we just 
take the time to look for them.” 
Then she smiled. “You had 
more fun tonight because it is 
always more enjoyable to do 
things with others.” 

The following weeks were 
busy ones for Bill. Every eve- 
ning he and Ronny practiced, 
and then later he practiced 
again with Dad. When they 
practiced at school, Ronny’s 
smile of encouragement helped 
Bill overcome his fright in front 
of the boys, and everyone be- 
gan to notice that his aim was 


“Yes.” Bill wondered if he “ah . accurate and sure. 
should say anything about the The day of the big game 


game. Then he continued brave- 
ly, “It’s too bad we can’t practice after school in the 
gym. 
Ronny looked down at the ground. “Yes, it is,” 
he said. “We're going to need practice to win the 
game next week.” 

Bill gulped and continued, ‘““Would you like to 
practice after school ?” 

“T surely wish I could,” said Ronny. 

“I have a basket set up behind my house. Would 
you like to practice with me?” Bill asked. 

Ronny was excited. ‘Well, I should say so!” he 
exclaimed. ‘Could we practice now?” 

They hurried to Bill’s home. He introduced Ron- 
ny to Mother. Then the two boys went out in back 
and spent an exciting hour practicing. After a while 
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came. Several of the boys asked 
their parents to come over to the gymnasium and 
watch the game, but Bill said nothing to his mother 
or father. He wanted them to come, but he was 


afraid he would make misplays that they would be — 


ashamed of. 


As he left for school that morning Mother kissed 
him and said: “I have been repeating a little prayer 
of courage for you, dear. I will be saying it today.” 
Bill smiled as he walked to school because he too 
had been saying the same kind of prayer. 


That afternoon all the boys were nervous and 
excited, but Bill remained calm. Before the game 
Ronny became calmer too. Together they walked 
into the gymnasium. Jim called out the starting 
line-up, but Bill’s name was not on it. He sat on 


ECAUSE pictorial stamps are 
much sought after by collectors, 
practically every country has issued 
one or more series of stamps that por- 
tray scenes of natural beauty within 
its borders. Mountains, valleys, rivers, 
oceans, islands, glaciers, jungles, gey- 
sers, strange animals, and birds all 
can be found on stamps. 

One of the most beautiful and 
thrilling sights that old mother earth 
provides in the way of scenic beauty 
is a waterfall. There are many of these 
natural wonders scattered throughout 
the world, and people travel long dis- 
tances to see them. More than fifteen 
countries have issued stamps show- 
ing waterfalls, and we illustrate three 
of them this month. 

Perhaps the greatest and most fa- 
mous waterfall in the world is one 
that was visited and described by some 
unknown French explorer nearly three 
hundred years ago. It is on the border 
between the United States and Canada, 
and is pictured on stamps issued by 
both countries. Perhaps you have al- 
ready guessed that it is Niagara Falls, 
over which the water from Lake Erie 
flows into Lake Ontario. These falls 
are only 167 feet high, about as high 
as a ten-story building, but they carry 
a greater volume of water than any 
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other waterfall anywhere in the world. 
Deep in the heart of Africa on the 
Zambesi River is another famous wa- 
terfall, the Victoria Falls, sighted in 
1855 by David Livingstone, the noted 
British explorer. At the site of this 
waterfall the Zambesi River rushes 
over a precipice four hundred feet 
high, throwing up huge clouds of 
spray. The roar of the falling water 
is sO great and so much spray is 
thrown up that the African natives call 
it by a name that means “smoke 
sounds there.” The noise can be 
heard almost thirty miles away. 
Perhaps the broadest falls in the 
world are the Iguassu Falls on the 
Parana River between Brazil and Ar- 
gentina. They vary from half a mile 
to two miles in width. Both Brazil 


and Argentina have pictured this great 
natural wonder on their stamps. 

The Iguassu is only one of the many 
interesting waterfalls in South Ameri- 
ca. In the rugged country of British 
Guiana, almost inaccessible to trav- 
elers, there are three great waterfalls, 
Roraima, Kaietur, and Chamberlain. 
Kaietur Falls, on the Potaro River, 
four hundred feet wide and eight hun- 
dred feet high, is shown on the 
British Guiana stamp that we illus- 
trate. 

In the United States we are proud 
to have the highest waterfall in the 
world. It is the Yosemite Falls, 2,660 
feet high, in Yosemite National Park, 
California. However these falls have 
never been shown on any of our 
stamps. 

If you are interested in making a 
collection of stamps showing water- 
falls, you will find all such stamps very 
beautiful, and most of them cost only 
a few cents each. Here are some of ° 
the countries that will be represented 
in your collection: the United States, 
Canada, Mexico, Brazil, Argentina, 
Colombia, Panama, Salvador, Rho- 
desia, Tasmania, British Guiana, New- 
foundland, Switzerland, Estonia, Leb- 
anon, Jugoslavia, Reunion Island, and 
the Cameroons. 


the bench in disappointment. Per- 
haps his work had been in vain, 
and he could not help Jim. He 
sat on the bench and watched 
gloomily. After the first half of 
pitched play the score stood 10 
to 6 in favor of the other team. 

In the locker room Jim planned 
their offensive for the next half. 
Bill remained quiet in one corner 
and offered no suggestions. When 
Jim named the starting line-up for 
the second half Bill was surprised 
to hear his name called. Suddenly 
Ronny, whose name had already 
been called, spoke up and said, 
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“Jim, could Bill and I play for- 
wards? We have practiced and we 
play well together.” 

“Yes,” said Jim, looking puz- 
zled. All the boys were surprised, 
but trooped out of the locker 
room. 

Bill did not get the ball for 
several minutes after the game 
started, but when he did, he stood 
calmly for a moment and then shot 
a goal. The team as well as the 
spectators were amazed. After the 
next play Ronny recovered the ball 
and passed it to Bill who again 
shot a goal. The next time Jim re- 


covered it and passed it to Ronny. 
Now the results of their weeks of 
practice began to show up. One 
would get the ball and pass it to 
the other. The score piled up to 
15 to 10 before the other team 
regained possession of the ball. 
The whistle blew, ending the 
quarter. 

Jim, playing center, recovered 
the ball at the beginning of the 
last quarter. He quickly seized the 
opportunity to make a goal. Then 
after a trick play from Bill, Jim 
got the ball and scored again. The 

(Please turn to page 25) 
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EDDY Waggles was a dog. He was a little 

white dog. 
Teddy Waggles was out in the snow. He had 
no place to go. 

He wished he had a home. He wished he had 
someone to love him. 

But no one wanted Teddy Waggles. 

He was all wet with snow. He was cold. 


T last he came to a sleigh. 
There was no one in it. 

Teddy saw a big bag in the sleigh. 

“I will creep into that bag,” said the little 
dog. 
So Teddy crept in. He did not know he was 
in Santa Claus’ sleigh. 

It was warm in the bag; Teddy Waggles fell 
fast asleep. 


T last Santa Claus came out of the house. 
He jumped into his sleigh. 
Off went the reindeer. 
Soon the reindeer came to a beautiful big 
house. 
Jack lived in the big house. 
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ACK had everything he wanted. He had a 
room full of toys. 

He had a little automobile. He had an air- 
plane. 
He had a bicycle. He had a football and a ) / 
baseball. He had a little boat that really sailed. 


ANTA said to himself: “What shall I give 
Jack? He has everything.”  -. 
Santa put his hand into his bag to find some- #ay’4 
thing for Jack. 
He felt something warm and soft. 
It was Teddy Waggles. 
“Oh,” said Santa, “this is the very thing fom 
Jack!” | 
So Santa Claus left Teddy Waggles asleep 
under Jack’s Christmas tree. 


HE next morning Jack was very happy. 
He ran and played with Teddy Waggles. 
“This is the best present Santa Claus ever 
brought me,” said Jack. 
Little Teddy Waggles licked Jack’s hand. 
He was glad he had a home. 
He was glad he had Jack to love him. 
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The Puppies 


By Peggy Richardson (12 years) 
Wood Lake, Nebr. 


I went to see some puppies, 
And oh, how cute they were! 
I had to go a long, long way 
To see those balls of fur. 


I took one home to play with, 
And how much fun I had! 

We rolled and tossed upon the rug— 
I don’t think he thought it bad. 


I named m py Terry, 
For I think the fits him grand; 
He likes to jump and tear around, 
And to me he’s the best in the land. 


4a 
The Stars 


By Jessie Archibald (9 years) 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


The stars came out one summer night 
And filled the sky with a silver light; 
They danced about the moon so gay 
Until the sun came out to play. 


The sun sent forth his strongest ray 
And quickly stopped their happy play. 
The stars were sad as they went away, 
But knew they could return at the end 


of day. 
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Butterfly Fairy 


By Edna M. Bowsfield (13 years) 
Toronto, Ont., Canada 


In the garden a fairy lay; 
Her wings were white as snow. 

And then she started to fly away. 
“Oh, fairy, please don’t go!” 

But far away went the fairy small, 
Into the bright blue sky. 

Of course it wasn’t a fairy at all; 
"Twas just a white butterfly! 
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A Wish 


By Sarah Haines (10 years) 
Rochester, Minn. 


I wish I were a fairy 

With wings of glossy dew: 
If I were one 

I'd make you one too. 


If we were tiny fairies 
We could flit around together; 
We wouldn’t care about anything, 
Not even about the weather. 


If it were raining buckets 
We'd play peekaboo ; 

We'd hide behind the raindrops 
And then say, “Boo!” 


But if the sun were shining 
We'd suck the honeydew. 

Oh, I'd love to be a fairy; 
Wouldn't you? 


The Sunshine 


By Edith Houk (10 years) 
Bloomington, Iil. 


The sunshine with its brightness 
Sends us on our way 

To do a deed of kindness 
For someone every day. 
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Columbus 


By Joan Stahlberg (11 years) 
Babylon, N. Y. 


A mighty man long years ago 
Sailed the ocean wide; 
His ships, though small and only three, 
Kept afloat on the tide. 
His sailors feared the deep, black sea 
That tossed and turned their boat; 
But still the captain kept his course 
And kept the boats afloat. 
At last the cry was heard on deck, 
A sailor had seen banks! 
Columbus waded to the shore 
And bowed his head in thanks. 


Christmas Eve 


On Christmas Eve 
When lights are low, 

We hang our stockings 
In a row. 


We sit by the fire, 
Just we three, 

Looking at packages 
"Neath the tree. 


At eight o'clock sharp 
I jump into bed, 

Hoping that Santa 
Will bring me a sled. 


Lenore 


By Chrisella Rapp (12 years) 
Drexel, Mo. 


Curly-haired, blue-eyed Lenore, 
Boss of the family, 

Has dinner in bed 

And always is fed. 

Who could wish for more? 


She'll be cheerful maybe, 
But never be too sure! 
Can’t depend on her, 
But it’s no wonder— 


She’s the new baby! 
4 
Sister Ginny Lou 


By Patricia White (11 years) 
Kansas City, Mo. 


I have a little sister; 
Her eyes are big and blue; 
You think she’s a darling baby 
Whenever she looks at you. 


Her feet are ever so little, 
Her hair so soft and fine! 

I think I am a lucky girl : 
To call this sister mine! 
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My Pets 


By Barbara Ann Motta (8 years) 
Los Angeles, Calif. 


I have two pets, 
A cat and a fish: 
One is named Toto, 
And the other is Swish. 
Toto likes fish, 
Which is a piss 
Swish is scare 
Just an “‘itty-bitty.” 
Wee Wisdom 


By Marilyn Beam (12 years) 
Portland, Oreg. 


WEE WispoM, favorite magazine 
Of children large and small, 
With poems and stories, clubs and 
games, 
You surely please us all. 


I love the drawings on each page; 
I love the things to make. 

Your prayers are good for every age, 
As are your recipes to bake. 


I’ve loved you much since I was small ; 
You've helped each lonely time. 

I want to tell you how I feel— 
That’s why I write this rhyme. 


* 
The Ferris Wheel 


By Doris Hendrix (12 years) 
Denver, Colo. 


You sit upon a little seat, 

And your joy cannot be beat! 

A man steps up to take your ticket, 

Then in his pocket he does stick it. 

Next he pulls a little lever— 

Oh, it’s as grand as ever! 

As if you didn’t weigh a pound 

Up you go—up, over, down, and 
around! 


4 
The Puppy I Had 


By Jean Parker Anderson (9 years) 
ie, Wyo. 


I had a little puppy once, 
And he was brown and white; 
He liked to run and play, 
And he also liked to fight. 
Spot was such a funny dog— 
He tried to catch his tail! 
Spot went to meet the postman once 
we carried home the mail. 
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A Playful Bird 


By Virginia Alice Kelso (10 years) 
Shreveport, La. 


I have a very interesting pet. It is a 
bird. He is black and yellow, and is 
the prettiest bird I have ever seen. His 
name is Dicky. 

He likes to play hide-and-seek. 
Just about every time he plays he 
hides under the divan. When I look 
under one side he will go out on 
the opposite side. When two 
ple are trying to find him, if one of 
them gets on one side of the divan 
and the other person gets on the other 
side of the divan, the bird will come 
out in the center. 

This playful bird is very bashful, 
but if strangers will call him by his 
name he will make up with them. 
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Editor's Note: This page is for poems 
and stories by boys and girls under 
fifteen years of age. Please do not send 
us anything but your own original com- 
positions. Have one of your parents or 
your teacher write us a little note stat- 
ing that the poem or story is original 
with you. The judges read every con- 
tribution carefully and select for pub- 
lication as many of the best ones as 
there is room to print. Seasonal material 
should be in our hands three months in 
advance of the month for which it is 
intended. 

Address all letters to Wee Wisdom 
Writers’ Guild, $17 Tracy, Kansas City, 
Mo. Be sure to give your name, age, and 
address. To each child whose composi- 
tion is published a guild membership 
card will be sent and also a compli- 
mentary copy of the magazine in which 
it appears. We regret that we cannot 
acknowledge or retum unused com- 

itions. 


posi! 
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My Vagabond Dog 


By Madeline Squibb (14 years) 
Chattanooga, Tenn. 


She'll wander over hill and vale 
And on to strangers’ lands, 
Across a tiny stream or pond, 
To lick some childish hands. 
She seems so very friendly, 
But she’s also very strange— 
She’s a vagabond dog. 
Now it’s late and dark without, 
But wait! Outside our door 
I hear the faintest, softest whine. 
I’ve heard that whine before; 
And sure enough, returned again, 
Outside our big, front door 
Is my darling vagabond dog! 


Winter 


By Martha Steinman (13 years) 
Danville, Pa. 


When the air gets cold and colder 
And then it starts to snow, 

With lots of cheer and laughter 
A-sleighing we shall go! 
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My Dog Chad 


By Reed McWhirter Renshaw 
(6 years) 
Baltimore, Md. 


Every time I take a seat 
My dog Chad licks my feet! 


4 
Lilies 
By Charlotte Buse (8 years) 
Kingsbury, Tex. 
Lilies white and yellow, 
Lilies pink and blue, 


Make a big soft pillow 
For little drops of dew. 
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My Kitten 


By Carolyn Chapin (9 years) 
Detroit, Mich. 


I had a little kitten 
As furry as could be; 

But a big dog came along 
And chased her up a tree! 


She wouldn’t come down for anything 
Until she spied a mouse; 
Then she came down as fast as she 
could 
And chased it round the house. 
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The Robins 


By Eleanor Jane Wohlschlegel 
(6 years) 
Wellsboro, Pa. 


Mother Robin Red Breast, 
Sitting on the brown nest, 

Keeps the baby robins warm 
From the wind and the storm. 


Daddy Robin Red Breast 
Flies to the brown nest 
With a worm in his beak 
For the baby birds to eat. 


December 


TS SNOW was still falling in big soft flakes. 
It blundered against Red and David as they 
waded through the drifts on the wide shoulder be- 
side the highway. It touched their cheeks like cold, 
gentle fingers, and clung to their coats in tufts of 
white. 

A bus ground past them, throwing a shower of 
snow pellets from its wheels, and stopped beside the 
small stone shelter house to let a passenger climb 
gingerly out. 

“When I get my cousin’s Christmas present I'll 
be about broke,” Red called back to David, who 
tramped along behind him. 

“I've got a quarter left,” said David, “and I'm 
done buying presents.” 

“Getting something for a girl is hard,” said Red. 
“What do you think would be nice to give Coralee?” 

“I'd buy her a book,” said David promptly. “She'd 
love ‘Captain Blood.’ It’s about coming to the new 
country from England in the old days, and Captain 
Blood had plenty of excitement!” 

“How much does it cost?” asked Red warily. “I 
want to give her something she'll like. But I don’t 
want to be broke.” 

“A dollar, I think,” said David. “But you'll get 
your money’s worth.” 

“A dollar?” groaned Red. “That'd finish me!” 

“It’s got pirates and everything,” David urged. 
“It’s got history too—the kind that’s easy to take 
because it goes with the story.” 

“I guess she'd like it all right,” Red admitted. 

“You can read it too,’ David reminded him. 
“That’s worth something.” 

The boys were almost at the shelter house. No 
one was in sight except the passenger from the bus. 
He wore a big fur coat. They thought he was an 
old man from the way he walked, bending against 
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CHRISTMAS 


By Lawrent Lee 
Pictures by Florence McCurdy 


the wind and plowing slowly up the road- 
way that led to the Peters house. He was 
probably going to spend Christmas there, be- 
cause he carried a bundle under his arm that 
looked like a box of Christmas gifts. 

Red kicked his way along, making little 
paths in the snow where his feet scooted 
through. That book sounded good, but he 
did not like to spend his last dollar for it. 

Suddenly he stopped and stared down at the bus 
tracks. The footprints the man had made showed 
deep and plain beside them, but those marks were 
not what interested Red. On the snow lay a box. 
It was not very wide and not very deep; but it was 
about twelve inches long. 

“Somebody's lost something!” he exclaimed; and 
bending, he picked up the box. 

“I wonder what it is?” said David curiously. 

Red was already tearing off the paper. When he 
lifted the lid, there was a softly glowing pearl neck- 
lace. 

“They're not real pearls,” said David. “But they're 
pretty. And most people wear them, except million- 
aires.’ 

“I guess they’re what Mother calls ‘filled pearls,’ ” 
said Red, trying to sound unconcerned but feeling a 
glow of exultation. “I'll give them to Coralee. 
She'll like them!” 

He closed the lid with a snap and began to push 
the box into his pocket. 

David watched him silently. 

“Well, what do you say, Solomon?” asked Red. 
“I can keep my dollar to start the new year!” 
“You're lucky,” said David. “But do you think 


you ought to keep the pearls?” 


“Why not?” Red said edgily. “I found them. You 


_ didn’t even see the box till after I had picked it up.” 


David shrugged. ‘““That’s not what I mean. I don’t 
want them.” 

Red looked at David as steadily as he could, but 
David’s eyes were saying things that his lips did 
not. Under his gaze Red began to feel warm and 
uncomfortable. David’s eyes seemed to say that some- 
thing was about to happen to the sesihipig they 
had always had for each other. 
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“What do you want me to do?” he asked 
gtuffly. “Throw it on the snow and walk 
off and leave it?” 

“Hardly!” said David. “But you might 
try to find out who lost it.” 

“Why, I don’t know who lost it!” Red : 
blustered. “I come along, and here it is. =" 
Finders are keepers, aren’t they?” 

David answered quietly, and his quiet- 
ness told Red that he and David were get- 
ting far apart in understanding. 

“You're trying to fool yourself, Red.” 

He started down the highway, and Red 
stood by the shelter house, his hand deep in 
his pocket, holding tight to the box. Coralee 
would like the necklace as well as anything 
he could think of, unless it was that book, 
“Captain Blood.” But David had said he 
was fooling himself. Red supposed that was 
the same thing that his father was always 
telling him: “Son, don’t lie! Especially, don’t 
lie to yourself!” 

Red wondered if he was lying to him- 
self. Well, he did not know who had lost 
the necklace. He had not seen anyone drop 
it. 

He moved slowly forward. 

“Say, David,” he called. “Who do you 
think lost it?” 

David looked at him coolly. “Your guess 
is as good as mine. But I know I wouldn’t 
like it if I'd lost something and someone 
found it and ran that old ‘finders-keepers’ 
gag on me without even trying to find me. And you 
wouldn’t either!” 

David walked on, and Red followed. Somehow, 
the farther he walked the less happy he felt about 
the necklace. Maybe it belonged to the man who was 
going to the Peters house. But, Red argued with 
himself, a man in a fur coat was ‘probably a million- 
aire. He would not buy filled pearls. He would buy 
real ones that cost hundreds, maybe thousands, of 
dollars. He might be riding on the bus to be patriotic 
and save rubber and gasoline and oil. He probably 
had the most expensive kind of automobile at home 
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“Somebody's lost something!” Red exclaimed 
in his garage, or more likely two of them. 

But maybe he is not rich, Red’s thoughts ran on. 
Lots of people who were not rich wore fur coats. 
And anyway, whether he was rich or poor, if the 
necklace was his, it belonged to him and to no 
one else. 

Red stopped abruptly. “I’m going back and ask 
that man if he lost anything. Want to come along, 
David?” 

“Sure!” David cried, and his face broke into a 
smile. “Run you a race!” 

The boys started back through the snow, flounder- 
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ing, breathless, but at times laugh- 
ing; for as they ran Red’s spirits 
rose, and David’s did too. Red 
was not lying to himself now. He 
was not trying to make himself 
believe something that was not 
true. He was trying to do the 
thing he knew he should do, no 
matter what happened to his 
Christmas plans. And he and 
David were friends again! 

When they reached the Peters 

house, Red called to the man who 
was climbing the steps to the 
porch. 
“I’m Red Sloan. I saw you get 
off the bus, and I wonder if you 
dropped anything. I found a pack- 
age in the snow.” 

The man looked almost like 
Santa Claus, Red thought, as he 
smiled down at the boys over a 
fine white beard. 


“You found a package?” he 
asked. 

Red waited, saying nothing. If 
the necklace belonged to the old 
man, Red wanted him to have it. 
Still, he hoped it did not. He 
hoped that he could clear his 
conscience and stand well with 
David, and yet have the necklace 
to give to Coralee. 

“It’s not mine,” the old man 
said. “All my gifts are boxed, 
right here under my arm.” 

Red’s heart floated up in a 
cloud of hope, but the old man 
said: “There was a right pretty 
girl who started to get off the bus 
but didn’t. She had several bun- 
dles. I wonder——” 

“Do you know where we could 
find her?” said David. 

The old man shook his head. 
“It’s a shame for a girl to lose her 
presents after she’s worked and 
planned to get them. But I don’t 
know who she is or where to find 
her.” 

He stamped up on the porch, 
and the boys returned to the road 
that led to the highway. 

They did not talk. They walked 
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in silence. Red had the necklace 
in his pocket. He could give it to 
Coralee, but he was not very hap- 
py about it. He kept thinking of 
the girl who had worked and 
saved, just as he had; and now he 
had a dollar and her necklace, and 
she might have nothing. 

“Look!” David exclaimed. “Up 
there at the bus station! Do you 
think——”’ 

Red looked. There was a 
girl about sixteen years old, he 
thought. She had on a thin dress 
and a shabby hat and coat, and 
she wore no gloves. She was walk- 
ing back and forth and round and 
round, hunting over every inch of 
snow-covered ground. 

The boys broke into a run. This 
time they did not flounder or 
laugh or joke. They ran as fast 
as they could. The girl must have 
come back by return bus from the 
next station, after she found she 
had dropped her package. 


“Say,” Red hailed her breath- 
lessly. “Did you lose something— 
a Christmas present, maybe?” 

She looked at them, and though 
she was older than they were, she 
was not very big. She was feeling 
bad about something, for there 
were tears in her eyes. 

“When we passed here a while 
ago, I almost got off at the wrong 
station,” she said. ‘I was so ex- 
cited that I dropped a package and 
a quarter. I was going to give the 
quarter to my little brother Jimmy 
for a pair of warm gloves. He 
has to walk so far to school he’s 
frosted his fingers twice this win- 
ter. So when I got a job—well, I 
guess I was silly! We need so 
many things, but Mother’s always 
wanted a pearl necklace. And 
now I’ve lost them both!” 

Red laughed, he felt so relieved. 
The necklace belonged to her, and 
she would be happier over it than 
Coralee could ever be. So would 
her mother. 

“I found it,” he said as he 
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pulled the box from his pocket 
and handed it to her. “We'll help 
you look for the quarter too.” 

She took the box with a cry of 
delight. 

“I don’t know how to thank 
you! But there’s no use looking 
for the quarter. I’ve looked ev- 
erywhere. So Jimmy’ll just have to 
be happy with me because our 
mother is going to have her neck- 
lace. And he will be happy. Jim- 
my’s a good kid.” 

Red felt David's elbow in his 
side. 

He looked around. David was 
not nudging him. He was drawing 
out his pocketbook, now thin 
from Christmas spending. He was 
getting out the quarter he had left 
to begin the new year with. 

“I wish you'd take Jimmy this 
quarter from me,” he said. “I’m 
David Harrison. And I'd like him 
to have a Christmas gift too.” 

Red and David left the girl at 
the corner of the Harrison farm. 
She trudged on through the snow 
to the next bus station and a farm 
that lay just over the hill. The 
boys went to the Roost. 


“I think,” said Red positively, 
“that ‘Captain Blood’ is the gift 
for Coralee, don’t you?” 

“Sure!” said David. “She'll like 
it better than she would a neck- 
lace. So now we're all happy, 
aren't we?” 

Red was. 
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First Choice 


(Continued from page 17) 


other team opened up their de- 
fensive, got the ball, and kept it. 
They shot several goals and the 
score was evened up, 19 to 19, 
within five minutes of the end 
of the game. 

Ronny obtained possession of 
the ball and quickly passed it to 
Bill, who shot for the basket, 
missed it, and regained the ball. 
He passed it to Jim who shot a 
goal, making the score 21 to 19, 
with four minutes to go! 

The other team obtained the 
ball and evened the score again. 
The players passed the ball back 
and forth between them. 


In the last minute of the game, 
Bill obtained the ball. He was not 
close to the basket, but it would 
have been possible for him to 
shoot a goal from where he stood. 
However Ronny was much closer 
to the basket. Not hesitating a 
minute, Bill passed the ball to 
Ronny, who easily scored, just as 
the final whistle sounded. Jim’s 
team had won, 23 to 21! 

The boys on the other team 
all cheered and then gave an extra 
cheer for Bill. The spectators were 
coming out on the floor, and sud- 
denly there were Mother and Dad 
and Mrs. Monroe. They had come 
to see the game even though Bill 
had said nothing about it. 

In a few minutes he hurried 
over to them. Mother leaned down 
and whispered, “Our prayers 
worked, didn’t they?” 

At the same time Mrs. Monroe 
was saying to Dad: “I’ve just seen 
what I’ve always claimed could 
happen. Bill has overcome two ob- 
stacles, lack of friendship and the 
handicap of being a cripple. He 
had the courage and faith to do 
what he wanted to do.” 


Tiny and Tim 


(A story without words) 


By Thelma E. Masten 


TELL SANTA 
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Picture Frames 


By Laurence Fuller 


frame the best ones for Christmas presents. Or perhaps you should like to 
give Mother a pair of framed flower prints, or perhaps you should like to frame 
a map or a picture of a ship or an Indian or an airplane for Brother’s room. A 
display case for a collection of badges or coins or one for Sister’s party favors 
can be made by following the directions given. 

You will need shallow boxes of good-quality cardboard, some ivory, black, 
or colored enamel, some glue, and some stiff paper. Suitable pictures may be 
cut from magazines, greeting cards, and advertising booklets. 

To make an extended base on a plain box, cut a piece of heavy cardboard 
slightly larger than the box (1C). Spread glue on the bottom of the box and 
place the base in position. Dry under a heavy weight. 


The frame for a square box is made from four pieces of 


cut as 
long as the length of one side and as wide as three times its inside depth. 


Make two folds lengthwise of the paper, as wide as the inside of the box is 
deep. Trim 1 inch off section E, as it should be slightly narrower than the 
other two sections, Fold section FG over to section E (3). Unfold. Using 
the crease as a guide, fold the triangular section in half and cut off the corner 
along the new crease. This will leave a small flap. Repeat this same process 
at the other end of the paper. 
the first strip. Glue the E sections to the inside of the box on opposite sides. 

The two remaining strips of paper are in the same manner as 
the first two strips, but instead of leaving the little flap at each end the en- 
tire triangle is cut off along the line of the first crease (3). Glue sections E 
of these two strips to the inside of the other two sides of the box. Glue the 
ends over the flaps, bringing the edges to the long creases. Then glue sections 
G to the bottom of the box, thus forming a bowled molding. When the glue 
is thoroughly dry enamel the frame. 

If the picture you wish to use does not fill the entire space it may be 
glued to the center of a piece of white or colored paper that has been cut 
to fit the bottom of the frame. 

Should a box be too deep add several thicknesses of cardboard to the 
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inside. Large flat boxes that are to be 
used for maps on which locations are 
to be marked with colored pins should 
have several layers of cardboard to 
form a thick base. For a bulletin board 
the last layer of cardboard may be cov- 
ered with cloth that has an open 


weave. 


Faces Must Fit 


(Continued from page 7) 


study door, her mother’s eyes 
shone as she read the note from 
Miss Martin. 

“Dear Mrs. Gilman,” it went. “I 
know you will want to see the 
kind of costume we want Nanette 
to wear, so I am sending you a pic- 


' ture of it, and a pattern. Your 


daughter will make an adorable 
Mary. As she held the doll we 
used in casting the characters, she 
reminded me of a beautiful paint- 
ing of the Madonna. Janet Mar- 
tin.” 

“You know, Mother,” called 
Nanette, skipping back from the 


“ study, “the new word helped a 


lot. When I held the doll, I knew 
just how Mary felt when she held 
the baby Jesus. I felt all warm in- 
side, and the angel’s song made 
me all tingly and happy. That is 
adoration, isn’t it?” 

“Yes,” said Mother, “and I see 
it is still shining in your eyes!” 


The Angels’ Song 
(Continued from page 9) 


in song, and the hearts of a few 
humble shepherds caught the mu- 
sic and recorded the words. 
Today we need not concern our- 
selves with either long or short 
waves in order to receive God’s 
message, any more than the peo- 
ple did when Jesus was born. The 
air is charged with His spirit and 
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His love. Our heart is a receiving 
station, and we hear God’s mes- 
sage when our heart is open to 
His love. 

Let us listen for the echo of that 
song: “Glory to God in the high- 
est, and on earth peace, good will 
toward men.” Let us do as those 
shepherds did: broadcast God's 
message to the world. Let us so 
fill the air with the song of peace 
and good will that all hate, envy, 
and discord will be drowned out. 


THE PRAYER 
_OF FAITH 


This is the prayer WEE WISDOM 
readers say when they need more 
health, understanding, or supply. 
They also declare it for others 
whom they wish to help. 


God is my help in every 
need ; 

God does my every hunger 

feed; 

God walks beside me, guides 
my way 

Through every moment of 
the day. 


I now am wise, I now am 


true, 

Patient, kind, and loving, 
too. 

All things I am, can do, and 
be, 


Through Christ, the Truth 
that is in me. 


God is my health, I can’t be 
sick; 

God is my strength, unfail- 
ing, quick; 

God is my all, I know no 

fear, 

Since God and love and 
Truth are here. 
—Hannah More Kobaus. 


Storybook 


Recipes 


Sugarless Christmas Candy e e e e Jatta Taylor Keith 


Raisin Clusters 


Sweet chocolate 


14 cupful nut meats 
1 cupful raisins 


teaspoonful salt 


@ Break chocolate into small pieces. Put 1 cupful into the upper part 
of double boiler. 

e Partly fill the lower part of boiler with lukewarm water. Place the 
upper part of boiler over the warm water so the chocolate will melt 
very slowly. This will take some time. 

@ When chocolate is melted place over cold water and stir until it 
begins to thicken. 

e@ Add raisins, chopped nuts, and salt. 

@ Form small mounds by dropping spoonfuls of mixture onto waxed 
paper. Dry thoroughly in the refrigerator. 


Chocolate-Marshmallow Candy 


1 cupful sweet chocolate 12 marshmallows 
Y/, cupful chopped nut meats 


@ Melt chocolate as in raisin-cluster recipe. 

@ Cut marshmallows in small pieces and arrange with nut meats on 
the bottom of a well-greased pan. 

@ Pour the melted chocolate over the marshmallows. 

@ Chill and cut into squares. 


Victory Sweets 


1 package raisins 


1 package figs 
1 cupful chopped nut meats 


1 package shredded coconut 
1 tablespoonful orange juice 
1 teaspoonful grated orange peel 


© Put nut meats, raisins, figs, and coconut through the food chopper. 
@ Stir and knead in the orange juice and rind. 

@ Press the mixture into a buttered pan and crease the surface into 
squares. Chill thoroughly in the refrigerator. 

@ Cut into squares and roll half of them in finely chopped nut meats 
and the other half in shredded coconut. 


Fig Flats 


@ Steam one package of figs in the upper part of a double boiler 
for 15 minutes. When cool clip off the stem ends. Press the cut ends 
down to form flat, oval patties. Place a nut meat on top of each patty. 
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A Christmas Card 


By Dorothy Jean Perdew 


URPRISE your friends with Christmas cards that have hidden Christmas 
greetings! 

To make Christmas cards with real curtains that draw open when the 
button dangling from the back is pulled, you will need the following materials: 
one clean card 4 by 5 inches; one piece of cardboard 13/4, by 4 inches; one 
string 16 inches long; one string 26 inches long; two pieces of soft cloth 21/, 
by 514 inches in size, and one small bvtton. 

First punch two holes 44 inch apart on each side of the card, 2 inches 
from the top and 4% inch from the outside edge. Double the longer piece of 
string and put the loop through one hole and the two ends through the hole 
next to it. Turn the card over and thread the two loose ends through the loop. 
Fasten a small, bright button to the two loose ends. In the same manner 
thread the shorter piece of string through the two holes on the opposite side 
of the card. Tie the two ends to the longer string 5 inches above the button 

Fig. 1). 
' "aan the card over and on the lower half paste a Christmas picture or a 
picture of yourself. Lay the two pieces of cloth over the picture with the two 
outside edges even with the sides of the card, and the bottom edges even with 
the bottom of the card. Fold the half inch of cloth extending above the top of 
the card over to the back and paste. Fold the small piece of cardboard length- 
wise. Paste the folded strip of cardboard over the top of the Christmas card and 
leave the card under a weight (three or four heavy books) for an hour. Loosen 
the strings and slip the curtains under them. Spread out smooth (Fig. 2). Now 
pull the button and the curtains will fly back and reveal your Christmas greeting! 

Any Christmas message you care to write or print on the card can be 

used, Be sure to sign your name. 
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The Pineapple 


Secret 
(Continued from page 13) 


He got up and came slowly 
across the brown yard to where 
they stood. He looked Carole over, 
and looked at Carl. Then he 
looked at the package in Carole’s 
hand, and his black eyes went 
sly. 

“What you got?” he inquired. 

He was always quarrelsome, de- 
manding, ready to take things 
away from anyone. About Carole’s 
age, he was heavy-set, strong. He 
was always picking on Carl. He 
lived somewhere in the back 
streets, but he was often hanging 
around the places where Carole 
and Carl wanted to play. And he 
was always alone, as if he did not 
want anybody with him or did 
not need anybody with him; as if 
nobody would associate with him 
because he was so mean! 

“What you got?” he demanded 
again and started forward, reach- 
ing out his hand for the package. 

Instinctively Carole put the 
package behind her, and at the 
same time stepped between Morris 
and Carl. “It’s something that 
doesn’t belong to us,” she said. 
“And it doesn’t concern you.” 

Here is a real enemy, she 
thought, not a shadow. Morris 
Hanney was always their enemy. 
They had tried to keep away from 
him. But he was the only boy 
they really knew yet in this new 


Table Blessing 
By Florence Taylor 


Before I eat I bow my head 

And thank Thee, God, for daily 
bread. 

Guide me in all I do and say; 

Thy will be done in me today. 
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town, and he seemed to be always 
coming around unexpectedly. He 
had taken a little magnifying glass 
from Carl a few days before. He 
had stopped them from crossing 
the avenue through the underpass 
a few blocks from their home. He 
had thrown sand on their blanket 
at the beach one day. Oh, yes, 
he was an enemy, a real one; not 
a shadow that could be thought 
away! 

“Gimme it!” Morris demanded, 
holding out his hand for the pack- 
age. 

“It’s not mine, Morris!” Car- 
ole said. ‘And it’s certainly not 
yours!” 

“Gimme!” 

Suddenly Carl, behind Carole, 
caught the package out of her 
hands and ran for the fence. In- 
stantly Morris ran after him. 
Carole, surprised, stood still. Carl 
was fast on his young feet; he 
might get away! 

(To be continued) 


My Christmas 
Wish 
By Imogene Shane 


The star on top of my 
Christmas tree 
Is not one half so bright 
As that which marked 
where Jesus lay 
On that far holy night. 
I look upon my Christmas 
star 
And wish on Christmas 
Day 
That I had seen the star 
that shone 
Where the dear Christ 
child lay. 
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ITH this issue of WEE 

Wispom we close the sec- 
ond year of Our Hobbies page. 
From your letters we know you 
have enjoyed this page as much as 
we have. As the editor told you in 
her October letter we are going to 
discontinue Our Hobbies page, 
and in its place have a page called 
“What Can Your Pet Do?” We 
shall all enjoy reading about the 
cute and smart things the pets of 
other boys and girls can do. Of 
course we shall need your letter 
telling us about your pet, so write 
us a letter of not less than 50 
words and not over 150 words, ad- 
dressed to WISDOM, 917 
Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 

We want to take this opportu- 
nity to thank each boy and girl 
who has written to us about his 
hobby and trust that each one will 
continue to enjoy the hobbies he 
has started, and perhaps add 
others as the years go by. 

Everyone likes to tell about the 
tricks his pet can do, so write your 
letter now and put it in the mail 
today. 


Dear Hobby Editor: My is 
collecting names, the initials of which 
spell words, such as L. A. Perkins 
dap), G. A. Davis (gad), H. A. 
Thayer (hat), W. A. Reese (war), 
and so forth. I have about a hundred 
such names on my list already. If any- 
one else has this same hobby I wish 
that they would please write to me. 
—Kittie Lou Reynolds (11 years), 
ae E. New York Ave., De Land, 
Fla. 


Dear Hobby Editor: 1 have two hob- 
bies. One is collecting seals. I have 
more than a thousand different seals. 
I save them from Christmas presents 
and from other . I should ap- 

reciate it very much if someone who 


me. 

My other hobby is collecting charms. 
I have a great many charms also. 
—Donna Jean Hinman (12 years), 
Schuyler, Nebr. 


Dear Hobby Editor: 1 have two hob- 
bies. One is sewing for some tiny dolls. 
I have a trunkful of various costumes 
of my own design. I also knit and 
crochet clothes for them. I have six 
dolls, three blonde girls, a brunet boy, 
a baby boy, and a brunette girl. 

My other hobby is collecting rocks. 
I have some copper ore, two fossils, 
some obsidian, some rock salt, and 


Unity School of Christianity, 
917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 


Please 
friend. I inclose $1 to pay for it. 
Friend’s name 


USE THIS BLANK TO ORDER WEE WISDOM 


send a year's subscription for WEE WISDOM as a gift to my 


State 


State 


W-12-42 


many other rocks.—Claire Hummel 
(10 years) 1330 S. 17th E., Salt Lake 
City, Utab. 


Dear Hobby Editor: 1 have four 
hobbies. My most unusual hobby is 
collecting light bulbs. I also collect 
soap, different kinds of loaf sugar, and 

. My father bought me a large 
cardboard on which I pin my medals 
and campaign pins. My most valuable 
medal is one that belonged to my 
great-grandfather, who was in the Civil 
War.—Bob Darrow, 30 Bradfort Rd., 
Rochester, N. Y. 


Dear Hobby Editor: | am a Negro 
student of Saint Peter Clavers Academy 
in San Antonio, Texas. I have several 
hobbies, but the most interesting is col- 
pean) geo post cards. I have cards 
from over Texas and from Old 
Mexico, New Mexico, Louisiana, Ari- 
zona, Iowa, Washington, D. C., Cali- 
fornia, Kansas, and Illinois. 

I also collect greeting cards and 
valentines. I have 53 cards and 29 
valentines.—Dolores Louise Girdy (13 
years), Stockdale, Tex. 


Dear Hobby Editor: My main hobby 
is the study of model her be I have 
two model trains with automatic 
switches, crossing signals, gatemen, 
and a block system. My train tracks 
are fastened to a plywood table meas- 
uring 4 by 16 feet. On this table is a 
model town with a railroad station, 
several houses, trees, streets, street 
lights, and a billboard with an auto- 
matic whistle. 

I also raise rabbits for a hobby. I 
have four grown rabbits and eleven 
baby rabbits.—Jerry Jones (8 years), 
Arista, W. Va. 


Dear Hobby Editor: 1 have a hobby 
that is very interesting. It is collecting 
marbles. I have marbles from all parts 
of North Carolina, South Carolina, and 
Virginia. I have glass, clay, steel, and — 
Chinese-checkers marbles in my col- 
lection. I have 275 marbles, seven of 
which are shooters. One of my most 
interesting sets is a set of twin marbles ; 
one is about as big around as a pencil 
and the other is the size of a regular 
shooter. They are alike in 
color. I been since I 
was about five years old. Strange to 
say, I never bought any; I found them 

during my visits to places. 
I enjoy my hobby a great deal._—Janice 
Clark (10 years), Elizabethtown, N. C. 
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Christmas Tree Crossword Puzzle 
By Lucile Rosencrans 
1 2 3 4 5 6 7 3 4 
10 iL 12 
13 14 15 16 
17 18 14 
20 21 
22 23 25 |26 
27 23 29 
30 {31 32 
33 34 
ACROSS ment 14. You and I 
1. To agree 34. Christmas decora- 15. Conjunction . 
5. Article of clothing om 20. Though  (simpli- 
10. Courage sig fied 
12. Girl’s name DOWN 21. Cooking vessel 
13. Fish 1. One who acts for 23. Railroad (abbr.) 
14. Interrogative pro- another 24. Indian Army 
2. Tall woody plant (abbr.) 
16. Part of a fish 3. Greasy substance 25. Seventh note of 
17. Northeast (abbr.) 4. Northern — Terri- the scale 
18. Gay tory (abbr.) 26. Missouri (abbr.) 
19. Pint (abbr.) 6. Second note of the 27. Covering for the 
22. Best holiday scale head . 
28. Speech 7. Fairy 29. Inlet of the sea 
30. Part of the verb 8. Slide 31. Third note of the 
“to be” 9. Saint Nicholas scale 
32. Exclamation of joy 11. A babe born in 32. House of Lords 
33. Automobile equip- Bethlehem (abbr. ) 
D M 


Riddle-Me Rhymes 
By Eleanor Hammond 


My home was in the forest once; 

I'm green as green can be. 

I'm dressed in tinsel, balls, and 
lights, 

For I’m a Christmas -- - -. 


I sometimes prick your fingers, 
but 

I make the season jolly 

With my red berries and dark 
leaves; 

I am the Christmas - - - - - : 


Perhaps you'll find me in your 

sock; 

I'm sure you'll think me pleas- 
ant. 

I may be underneath your tree, 

For I'm a Christmas - - - - -- - 
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A Christmas Story 

By Rosaleen Schmutz 
Many, many years ago, in 


---, So they say, 
Was born a tiny ---- who lay 
upon the - - -. 
Wise --- who came to see Him 
were guided by a ----, 


And saw it also and 
traveled from afar. 
The three carried many 
gifts to Baby - - -- - small, 
And overheard the -- - - -- song 


the tidings glad to all. 
What Am I? 
By Enola Chamberlin 


I look like a bird 
When I fly through the air, 

But I'd look like a mouse 
If I sat in a chair. 


I have wings made of skin 
And teeth like a cat. 

I eat bugs and insects! 
Yes, ’ma---. 


(Answers on inside back cover) 


December 31 


Dear Boosters: 

Suppose that this Christmas you had a fairy godmother who could grant 
you the fulfillment of any single wish you might have. What would you wish 
for? A doll, a sled, a bicycle, a printing set, new clothes, books? Or would 
you wish for a happy heart, a good mind, self-control, a peaceful world? Or 
would you wish that you were the fairy godmother, with the power to grant 
wishes to others? If you could have but one single wish fulfilled, wishing 
for the right thing would suddenly become very important, wouldn't it? 

All of us have many wishes granted, not only at Christmas time but 
throughout the year, and we are truly glad for this. But whether we have one 
wish or a hundred fulfilled, it is a that we wish for the right things. 

For a long time before the child Jesus was born, God had had one big 
wish in His heart, the wish that His children might learn how to live peace- 
fully and happily together. So that the people might have a guide or pattern 
to follow, God sent His Son Jesus Christ into the world to teach us how to 
live. And one of the most important lessons that Jesus taught us is that “it is 
more blessed to give than to receive.” 

Now do you see why we are always so happy at Christmas time? It is 
because most of us are thinking more about giving than receiving. Our real 
wish is to make others happy, and we have the power to do it. We are like the 
fairy godmother, with this difference: We can grant many wishes because we 
have many gifts to give. Our loving heart, our willing hands and feet, our 
words of praise and good cheer, our deeds of kindness and helpfulness are 
all gifts that not only bless others but that make the very heart of God sing 
and rejoice. 

It was often said of Jesus that He “went about doing good.” This means 
that He gave of Himself, His love, His cheerful spirit, His kindly word, His 
prayers, His understanding and helpfulness, just as you Booster boys and girls 
are doing. With every good thought, word, and deed, you are helping Jesus 
Christ to fulfill the big wish in the Father's heart that His people learn how 
to live together in peace and happiness. 

Now isn’t it fun to think of yourself as a fairy godmother, with the power 
to grant not only one wish but many and to go “about doing good,” as Jesus 
did? 


Barbara and her friends have old ladies who do not have much and 


the real spirit of “doing good.” 
Think of the many boys and girls 
and grownups that have been 
made happy by their giving! 
Dear Secretary: Our club does some- 
thing every month to help someone. 
In October we gave a party and in- 
vited only the boys and girls who 
are not often invited to parties, In 
December we are going to visit some 
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give them some presents and food. 
We are also going to give presents 
to some children we know who never 
get much for Christmas. 

I am learning the Booster Club 
pledge, and to help myself keep it I do 
this: When my little sister gets an- 
gty I cheer her up by saying nice 
things to her, and then she forgets her 
unhappy thoughts——Barbara Sand- 
ridge. 


The secret of happiness lies in 
giving, Virginia has found. Truly 
“it is more blessed to give than 
to receive.” 

Dear Secretary: Almost every morn- 
ing I say that I will try to be cheer- 
ful and not be cross with anyone all 
day. I try hard to do right. Every time 
I do wrong I try to do better. 

This Christmas some of my friends 
and I are going to give some fruit 
and presents to some people who do 
not have very much. We did the same 
thing last year. It makes us very happy 
to do things for others. 

Merry Christmas and a happy New 
Year to every Booster!—Virginia Lee. 
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Those who received the gifts 
that Allene and her teacher pre- 
pared must have indeed thought 
that some fairy godmother had 
visited them. Imagine their sur- 
prise and happiness at finding 
baskets of food, clothing, and 
toys on their doorstep. 

Dear Secretary: | am trying my best 
to keep the Booster pledge, and I am 
succeeding very well. This Christmas 
I am going to make some little girl 
happy. I have a doll and some paper 
dolls to give her. I am making a new 
dress for the doll. My teacher and I 
are going to fill some baskets with 
clothes and toys and leave them on 
the doorsteps of families who will not 
have much for Christmas. If you have 
any other suggestions as to how I can 
make someone happy, please write 
and tell me. 

I put my Prayer of Faith card right 
by my bed so I would not forget to 
say it morning and evening. Love to 
all— Allene Adams. 
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Elsie May’s and Karl’s letters 
remind us that prayer is impor- 
tant. We can all pray and give 
thanks that our prayers are an- 
swered. 

Dear Secretary: 1 have been think- 
ing of the war and Hitler, and of all 
the people who are fighting every- 
where. I have been thinking how The 
Prayer of Faith would help people 
everywhere. “God is my strength, un- 
failing, quick” teaches that God will 
be with us whatever we do or wher- 
ever we go. “God is my all, I know 
no fear” should be known to every 
child of God everywhere. 

I think I know what The Prayer 
of Faith means.—Elsie May Griffin. 

Dear Secretary: Thank you very 
much for my membership card and 
The Prayer of Faith card. I will do my 
best to keep the Booster pledge. 

One evening not long ago a fire 
broke out in a neighbor's wheat field. 
I said The Prayer of Faith and the fire 
didn’t do much damage. I will always 
say the prayer when I am in trouble or 
when I see a chance to help someone 
else.—Karl Rueb. 


GIFTS 


Christmas. But my mother and I have 
made a box of all kinds of things for 
them for Christmas. It was lots of 
fun getting it ready, and won't they 
have a good time when they open it! 

Best wishes for all that’s good in 
the new year.—Katherine Johnson 
(Canada). 
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The pur of the Good Words 
Booster Club is to help boys and 
girls speak good words, think good 
thoughts, and do good deeds. If you 
should like to become a member of 
the Booster Club, just address your 
letter: Secretary, 917 Tracy Ave., 
Kansas City, Missouri. She will send 
you an application blank. 

Booster Club pins, on which is 
engraved the likeness of the three wise 
monkeys, may be purchased for twenty- 
five cents each. The monkeys stand for 
“I see no evil,” “I hear no evil,” “I 
speak no evil.” A Booster may earn 
his pin by sending in one subscription 
for WEE WispomM other than his own 
and by reporting to the secretary each 
month for four months. This does not 
mean that you must quit writing after 


God loves me for the gifts I bring 


To Him so bright and gay; 


My thoughts and words are angel hosts 


Such a friend as Katherine 
proved herself to be is the kind 
we all want to be. Doing things 
for our friends and loved ones 
brings us the very greatest happi- 
ness we can have. 

Dear Secretary: | received your love- 
ly Christmas letter today, My mother 
and grandmother thought it was love- 
ly too. 

I am going to tell you about my 
Christmas box. I have a friend at 
school who has eight brothers and 
sisters. My friend has been’ thinking 
that they would not-have much for 


D O M 


you have earned your pin. The ‘secre- 


tary will be glad to have as many more . 


letters from you as you care to write. 

Boosters who wish prayers for them- 
selves or for others may write to the 
secretary. She will see that all requests 
for prayers are handed to Silent Unity, 
which is a group of workers at Unity 
School who pray for those who need 


help. 
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Merry Christmas to all, and as 


Tiny Tim said, “God bless you - 


every one!” 


Secretary. 


READERS WHO WANT YOU TO 
WRITE TO THEM 


Because of lack of space it is im- 
possible to publish all names sent in. 
If your name is not listed select a pen 
pal from those listed below. 


Connie Ohlsen (12) and Gerald 
Ohlsen (9), Rte. 1, Box 221, Spring- 
field, Oreg.; Jean Connell (12), 210 
Ashland Ave., Winnipeg, Man., Can- 
ada; Elin Petersen (12), Box 472, Ty- 
ler, Minn.; Joan von Berg (11), Box 
493, Carson City, Ney.; Barbara Bab- 
cock (14), 806 S. Cascade, Colorado 
Springs, Colo.; Ramona B. Haggerty 
(12), Box 501, Richwood, W. Va.; 
Dorothy Remeley (12), Cutler, Ohio; 
Norma Holm (13), Royal, Nebr.; 
Betty Barrett (13), Percival, Iowa; 
Joan Baker (12), Rte. 6, Zanesville, 
Ohio; Dorothy Debler (14), 3035 
Newland, Chicago, Ill.; Harriett 
Rogers (12), Dunnigan, Calif.; Julie 
Hendricks (14) and Martha F, Hend- 
ricks (12), Pickens, S, C.; Katherine 
DuToit (10), 1513 Fifth Ave., Belle 
Plaine, Iowa; Ida Mary Lundsten 
(11), Waconia, Minn.; Emily Laun 
(15), Milligan, Nebr.; Mary Lou 
Seidel (10), 3452 Beach Ave., 
Chicago, Ill.; Virginia Corlette (15), 
105 W. Main St., Plainville, Conn.;_ 
Sylvia Lauritzen (12), 8073 Earl St., 
Oakland, Calif.; Wilma A. Wacknitz 
(15), Star City, Ind.; Betty A. White- 
ley (13), Box 565, Brisbane, Calif.; 
Ellen Page (12), Rte. 1, Box 46, 
Auburn, Ill.; Audrey Harvey (11), 
Vivian, S. Dak.; Dorothy Johnston 
(13), 146 Yarmouth Rd., Toronto, 
Ont., Canada; Catherine Mackie (15), 
62 Tilson Rd., Toronto, Ont., Canada; 
Josephine Roy (12), 157 Yarmouth 
Rd., Toronto, Ont., Canada; Joan 
Manual (13), 1042 Ossington Ave., 
Toronto, Ont. Canada; Marjorie 
Parker (13), 46 Coolmine Rd., To- 
ronto, Ont., Canada; Josephine Pyke 
(13), Sallyann Pyke (12), and Clar- 
ice Pyke (10), 210 Barkly Ave., Burn- 
ley E. 1, Melbourne, Victoria, Aus- 
tralia; Ida Mendelson (15), 69 Fel- 
stead Rd., Wollaton, Notts., England; 
Sheila Yauncey (14), Uplands, Elm 
Ave., Beeston, Notts., England; Helen 
E. Grier (12), “Muirend,” 29 Cyril 
Ave., Beeston, Notts., England; 
Breedon (14), 91 Radford Blvd., 
Nottingham, England; David Clifford 
(9), 315 E. 6th St., Michigan City, 
Ind.; Virginia Dick (14), Margaret 
Dick (10), and Mary Ann Dick (8), 
Box 1046, Great Falls, Mont. 
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That worship Him each day. 
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Dorothy Wagstaff 
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Mending the 
Christmas Stocking 
(A Game) 

By Alice Crowell Hoffman 


ROM stiff red paper cut a 
FH stocking for each guest. Then 
from each stocking cut a different- 
shaped piece. Have these pieces 
or patches hidden about the room. 
As the guests arrive give each one 
a stocking with a hole in it. Half 
of the players stand on one side 
of the room and the balance on 
the other side of the room. When 
the signal to mend the Christmas 
stocking is given each guest hunts 
for the patch which will fit the 
hole in his stocking. As soon as a 
player finds the patch that fits he 
puts it into the hole in his stocking 
and goes to his side of the room. 
The group having the most players 
in their places when time is called 
is the winner. 


Answers to Puzzles 


Christmas Tree 
Crossword Puzzle 


JRE 
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Riddle-Me Rhymes 
Tree, holly, present 


A Christmas Story 


Bethlehem, baby, hay, Men, star, 
shepherds, kings, Jesus, angels 


What Am I? 
Bat 


OF INTEREST TO 


DAD and MOTHER 


There Is a Unity Magazine 
for Each of Your Friends 


WEE WISDOM—The just-right Christmas gift for the 
boys and girls on your list. Any child will be de- 
lighted to have this colorful, fun-filled magazine 
come to him each month in his own name. 


PROGRESS—This is a “gifty” sort of magazine, with 
its colorful illustrations, its friendly stories, poems, 
articles, and regular features. For anyone who is 
young in spirit. 


WEEKLY UNITY—A happy choice for your friend 
who is a new Truth student. Its simple, direct, 
friendly handling of Truth principles makes this 
8-page periodical invaluable in meeting everyday 
problems. 


UNITY—An appropriate gift for your friend who enjoys 
deep metaphysical articles or who is interested in 
spiritual healing. It brings one hundred pages of 
inspiration each month. 


DAILY WORD—Give this devotional magazine to any- 
one who likes to observe a daily spiritual program. 
Its page lesson topped with a strong affirmative 
prayer helps one to meet the day successfully. 


GOOD BUSINESS—For your business and professional 
friends. Its stimulating articles and true-experience 
stories show how success is attained through the 
application of Christian principles to business. 


Your gift subscriptions begin with the December number, which 
will reach your friends just before Christmas, along with a lovely 
folder announcing that the gift is from you. A year’s subscription 
for any Unity periodical is $1. 


Each friend to whom you send a new gift subscription for any Unity periodical 
| (except Wee Wisdom) will receive from us a gift copy of Emmet Fox’s THE 
| MENTAL EQUIVALENT, which serves as an ideal introduction to the Unity teaching 
| 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
917 TRACY, KANSAS CiITy, Mo. 
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Makes Christmas Last 
a Whole Year 


The December of 


Twelve gifts in all, one for 
each month of the year—that 
is what you give your friend 
when you send him a sub- 
Scription for WEE WIS- 
DOM. And what fun he will 


WEE WISDOM will be 
mailed to your friends just — 


before Christmas and with it. 


a gay folder announcing that __ 
the gift is from you. A year’s 


have exploring each new subscription for WEE WIS- 
copy, with its stories and DOM is $1. | ay 
poems, its fascinating things Wee Wisdom can be ordered ata 
to do and to make! Decide of on 


now to let WEE WISDOM 
be your gift to several of your 
friends and playmates and 
make Christmas last a whole 
Pe year for each of them. 
ie Just fill out the gift order with READER’S DIGEST - - - - - - - - - $3.50 
blank that is inclosed in this with BOYS’ LIFE - ------- - - - $2.50 
number and mail it today. i$ with ETUDE MUSIC MAGAZINE - - - - - $3.10 
. with AMERICAN GIRL - - - - - - - - - $2.00 
oY (Price good till Jan. 1, 1943) 
: with POPULAR MECHANICS - - - - - - - $3.15 
| 5 with PARENTS’ MAGAZINE - - - - - - - $2.40 
: sacs with NATURE MAGAZINE - - - - - - - - $3.50 
be with AMERICAN AND WOMAN’S HOME 
see a ee COMPANION - - - - - - - - - - $4.50 
(These two to same address) 
These prices are good only in the United States. 
hs Send your orders to 
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